CHINESE   NIGHT   S    ENTERTAINMENT

decorations embellishing the entrance, always assailed
me with sensations such as the author of Tannhauser
and Parsifal no doubt believed did and should assail
those would-be sinners who penetrated the Venusberg
and the Gardens of Klingsor. I was not long in doubt;
I succumbed torpidly to Venusberg-Klingsor.

Venusberg-Klingsor was an amusement ground, a
fun-fair, a "Luna Park." It was the most extraordinary
that I have ever seen. Inside the entrance, past the
squalid little foyer, with its cold, puddled, cement
floor, its distorting mirrors in a row and its refresh-
ment stalls, was the entrance proper, which led again
into the open, to an oval space round which every-
thing was built. Round me were huge flimsy-looking
walls covered in trellis-work, lit with tiers of blazing
windows, and draped with meandering staircases
leading intricately under the dark sky up and down,
turning on themselves, clinging to the walls, leading,
but never directly, from tier to tier. The enormous
lengths of staircase, like station-bridges leading from
nowhere to nowhere, made the place look like a
madman's dream; the tiers of rooms and halls and
passages, filled with figures, all of them busy about
one thing or another, clearly visible in miniature,
the iron supporting pillars, the trailing airshafts, re-
minded one also of those exquisite section-models of
the latest "Giant Liners" that contribute to the beauty
of Cockspur Street.